BROTHERS,   AND A SERMON.                201
Sirs, if you want a boat to-morrow morn,
15m bold to say there's ne'er a boat like mine.'
" Ay, that was what we wanted/ we replied ;
6 A boat, his boat;' and off he went, well pleased.
We, too, rose up (the crimson in the sky-Flushing our faces), and went sauntering on, And thought to reach our lodging, by the cliff. And up and down among the heather beds, And up and down between the sheaves, we sped? Doubling and winding; for a long ravine Ran up into the land and cut us off, Pushing out slippery ledges for the birds, And rent with many a crevice, where the wind Had laid up drifts of empty eggshells, swept From the bare berths of gulls and guillemots.
So as it chanced we lighted on a path
That led into a nutwood ; and our talk
Was louder than beseemed, if we had known,
With argument and laughter; for the path,
As we sped onward, took a sudden turn
Abrupt, and we came out on churchyard grass,
And close upon a porch, and face to face
With those within, and with the thirty graves.
We heard the voice of one who preached within,
And stopped.    < Come on,' my brother whispered me.